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the Countess trolling for trout in the lake is still within
memory of the oldest inhabitants.
We passed through Buchs into Liechtenstein, which,
though a principality on its own, has Swiss currency
with a prince or two of its own. Here we crossed the
Rhine, that river so thought-suggesting of castles, hock,
Lorelei (Liszt always lives in our hearts), and those three
maidens whose loss of a ring of gold in its waters
inspired a theme which has kept opera houses and singers
in affluence for the past sixty years.
At the Austrian frontier we were asked if we carried
any bombs in the car: it is hardly a declaration to which
one would own, even were it true.
It was at Stuben, just before ascending to the Arlberg
Pass, that the heavy snow became very apparent. As the
top of the Arlberg Pass is shut from December to March,
one gets on the train at Langen, the car has to be hitched
on a truck behind, and one is whisked through the
tunnel to emerge at St. Anton. S. was already suffering
from a bout of time-fever. "There's no need or time for
any lunch," he grumbled; "the train'll be in at any
minute, and we've got to get the car on board."
Somehow he was persuaded that we had an extra hour
in hand, due to some local juggling with Central Euro-
pean clocks, yet the middle of my second Kirstb saw me
hastily ushered out into the cold. And, unfortunately, the
chains on the wheels of the car had not been properly
adjusted, so it was not easy to get it out of the snow on to
the truck.
S.? who had meanwhile cleverly received some
mysterious messages from Vienna, was getting still more
agitated, and walked round and round the car biting his
nails rather like Gnoikshank's picture of Fagin in the

